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No. 1,66 
= >) sn Simple subject; could lecture on it myself, I believe, if I tried, 
. é > “ For a taste ’— 
AY THE FORMULA. t 
1] oy In journalistic politics ‘ 
You mustn't have convictions, : 
eg Play all the well-known party tricks 7 
Shey ear Without absurd restrictions. 
4™ ZG | | The ‘other party's '’ failings brand 
My 4 And add to cent per centum, 
| And, if there are no faults on hand, 
: — Why, bless your heart, invent ‘em! 
| Dined with Her Most Gracious at Cimiez to meet the Princess 
-YP4 | Anna of Montenegro and Prince Francis Joseph of Battenberg 
| *on their betrothal.”’ 
Zs Saturday.—Saw Rhodes off at Waterloo—then to Boat Rac». 
es “J Disgusting day and poor thing of a race, though Cambridge “good 
plucked ones,” too. Had a satisfactory lunch at my boathouse, 
By THe PakTy oN THE Spor. but left early to hear Mr. Herkomer lecture on Black and White 
5 agers a hansom over to Holloway, ont -—" Sir Art. Dined at the Press Club. 
John Willoughby released. Turned up on Kimberley Race Course 
just in time to see Lieut. Eloff make fool of himself, Kruger very PO sagen mag Fear oe et eg 
angry ; gave his grandson a regular wigging. ee et Eee YS ooee ye ate oo 
sworn to secrecy! Myeye! What I could reveal had I not taken 
LIMITS, that oata! No matter, I am myself a knowing customer for the 
The young commander of police, future, and ha, ha! let the dealer beware when I hie me forth to 
Without a trace of shame, urchase a coal scuttle or a camp stool! Made my way to the 
He up and nearly broke the peace, estminster Town Hall to hear Miss Mary Kingsley give a lecture 
And called the Queen “a name.” on African travel, said to be illustrated with magic lantern slides. 
Said grandpapa, ‘‘ Disgraceful games Heard the lecture, and was much interested, but couldn't see an 
Like this I can’t allow, slides because of the large crop of ‘‘ matinee hate” present. Too 
I will not have you calling names.” refuge in the Guildhall Art Exhibition Private View, 

(Ahem! ‘“ Een Kwaaje Vrouw!”’) Tuesday.—Took an early walk over to Brockwell Park to have a 
Dined at National Liberal Club (banquet to Lord Kimberley). look at the pictures Mr. Strachey has given to the Refreshment 
Also with the Royal Colonial Institute, likewise at the Whitehall Room there. Very nice pictures, especially one where several 
Rooms with the Orphan Working gchools, and with the Chemical persons are represented as “making hay while the sun shines.” 
Society at the Criterion, Came back ee ” pen oe tone ma a a sot 

Thursday —Spent the morning among the Dutch pictures at & run over to the turks. Gree tier fo nee She Creeks keep 
MacLean’s Gallery, Shen ovat to Conthag town, to see P local Arts | _Independence Day. Some idea abroad (and at home) that there 
and Industries Exhibition. Mighty interesting and commendable. might be a row, SPs te 
More power to its elbow. In the afternoon to the Hotel Cecil, as a 4 DISAPPO ° 
es “ a ae ” to entertain the — to tea, os cone | ~ has ae flat 

ngs, and concomitants. Ladies vast leased and uniformly ev'ryone, I vow, 
pleasing. ‘= Is rather disappointed that 

Friday.—Saw Nansen and his wife and family “safely to Berlin,” _ My acclager dy «a the @ aren ies ai 
and asked the lively William to be nice to them. (Hear subse- Had they'd “go it” strong 
pry | that he treated them very prettily indeed.) Hurried back While pauper Oe Pratt gg tee Bien fight 
to the Royal Proclamation making June 22nda “ Bank” To put them in the wro 
Holiday. Took the afternoon train for South Africa, and —— to op ng. 
open the Cape Parliament. Got back in time to hear Mr. Herbert Dined with the Printers’ Pension Corporation at the Whitehall 
Paul lecture the ‘‘ Women Journalists” on “ Political Journalism.” Rooms. Tae Srorren. 

Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
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Lf _ ae Pa, Plump. 
oe [ ZA. Pee Mr. Stoneybroke (with mock pathos).— 
6 ~ IF] A a “Would you really rob me of my only 
he oe Lf LZ daughter, Mr. Oldrich?” 
i , ie. a. 2 ly Mr. Oldrich.—* It’s no robbery, sir; 
> >> = —— oy you’re selling her to me!” 

J a vad = 

e . < ; 4 ! ell —=——- | . ——— = © 

; C1 ‘ae ‘ : / i ‘ sat a gone — Quite So. 
Ab int Ay 11 a EO Y | “WELL, there is no fire that doesn’t 
AM it WEY ha. QP a Ny burn,’’ said Coxshaw, concluding, as he 

PS ae thought, the argument. 

“ There is,” said Pruvit. _ 

‘« T’ll bet you ten to one in sovs. there 

isn’t.” 

** Done!” 

“ What is it?” 

‘* Sa-phire | ”’ 

= eee 
Longevity. 

Inquirer.—“ I say, Doctor, what class 

of men do you consider live the 
longest ?”’ 

Doctor.—‘*I should say the Life 

Guards.”’ 

Inquirer.—‘ Bless my soul! How is 

that ?’’ 

Doctor.—* Why, I believe they are all 

six feet high and over.” 
A Mean Thing. 

Father.—‘*I have no objection to you 

getting married, my son, but why have 
you chosen a working girl? Why not 
marry a lady?” 

Son.—* Because I can’t afford to keep 
| bedi: two women, dad. If I married a lady, 
—~ she’d want a servant, and it won’t run 
to it these hard times.” 

i/| ‘| ni) Mixed. 

Plummer 80% Se e oe eee Smith, M.P.—“I understand < “that 
if lish at 1 Balfour, Harcourt, Hamilton,} and 
; ‘ deci _ a se ot C¢——__— Acland are all going on the bust.’’ 

' —— ne Jones, M.P.—‘‘ You don’t say so! 
ELA ~— Well, I’m not altogether surprised about 
ee Harcourt, but that Balfour——”’ 

GOT ON ALL RIGHT, BUT COULDN'T STOP THERE. Smith, M.P.— “Ah, but it’s the 
She.—* How are you getting on with your bicycle, Captain Vert?” Randolph Churchill bust I’m speaking 
He (a beginner).—“ Oh! splendidly; getting on about every two minutes.’’ of.”’ 

Our Exchange and Mart Column. Depends on Circumstances. 

WANTED, & second-hand gentleman's bicycle. Apply, J. Rider, Jones (Le Masheur).—‘* Ah, I hate—er—to get—er—anytbing on 
Wheelington College. my—er—hat, don’t you?” 

A pneumatic lady’s trike, patent uetachables. One wheel nearly Smith (seedy).—‘* Well that depends, don’t you know. At the 
perfect, the other two only slightly damaged. Miss Falnoff, present moment I should be delighted if I could get half-a-quid on 
Grazing Square. ; mine.”’ , 

Rs ey. oe pug for sale, good guard, fond of ladies and = Se — 
children of first-class igree. J. Butcher, 274, Perkin’s Rents, : : 
Barking. pedig —e cf eases The Survival of the Fittest. 

Hen Ry writes: I have some fowls, Malays. Forsix months they Ir is stated that owing to a paucity of funds a number of 
have given no eggs. How can I keep them a laying ? animals in the Jardin des Plantes in Paris have lately died of 

Having about three million blackbeetles in our back-kitchen, I starvation! It seems a pity that they should have been wasted in 
will exchange them for a gold watch and chain; must be double this way, for if they had all been let loose they would soon have 
case. Letters only to Verilikily, 7, Hadem Street, W.C. arranged matters between themselves, and some would have made 

I am an amateur gardener, and have a nice back yar—I mean, room for the others—inside. 

— garden, and I a bought some penny packets of seed. ee — ) —_——— 
ulpgumiensis and Whatsitsenamium and Oddmentii boxalora, 

etc.,and one lot of Phlox. Now, what I want to know is, can Curzon the Job. 

an ordinary common or garden gardener attend to them, or will A FRIEND of ours at the Battersea Dogs Home informs us that 

he phlox vam, coenting shepherd ? ; the real reason why the muzzling order has been reinforced is that 

I have a boy’s Eton suit—only in use four years —it is too the Government, being so anxious to muzzle the dogs of War abroad, 
emall—will exchange for a three-act comedy, or a horse and cart. were afraid that the Radicals might tell them to commence at bome, 
All letters to T.C.M., 104, Belgrave Square, S.W. and so they have done so. 
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[According to the papers, ‘Mr. 
Gladstone nas joined the army of 
cyclists.’’] 


I Bet he is a “ glutton ” 
For ev’ry bit of hill, 
And doesn’t care a button 

If he should have a spill ! | 
Bless his boyish ardour! 

Bless his limbs and nerves! 
He grows younger and harder, 

And well a cheer deserves ! 


I bet he isa ‘‘scorcher,”’ 
And makes the people fly, 
While Mrs. G., in torture, 
Is fearful he will die! 
Bless his boyish ardour ! 
Bless his youthful gums! 
He grows younger and harder— 
Age to him never comes | 


He once was @ wood-chopper 
But now such “‘sport’s"’ too tame; 
He’d rather come a ‘‘ cropper,” 
And earn undying fame! 
Bless his boyish ardour ! 
Bless (or curse) his past ! 
He grows younger and harder— 
He's ‘‘ warranted to last ’’ ! 


Mr. Gladstone as a Cyclist. | 
| 





It is suggested that President Kruger 
in demanding moral and intellectual 
damages for Jameson's incursion has 
mixed up Dr. Jim and James Jameson 
who supplies the well-known whisky of 
that ilk. 


THE Boat Race now is over, 
But still I’ve got ‘‘ the blues,’’ 
For I bet on the loser, 
And all my casH did lose ! 


















Sank a 


a 
_ “Yus, yer may tork abaht yer army an’ yer nivy an’ yer volingteers, but it’s blokes 
like me an’ you wot’s mide England wot she is nah!” 











Trifies about Topics. 


Topic I.—The Gladstone-on-a-bike yarn was first contradicted in 
the newspapers on April Ist. 


Topic II.—New York (where, by the way, Mrs. Besant has been 
lecturing) has revolted against the ‘‘ new journalism.” 


Topic III.—Mrs. Besant imagines the ‘‘ aurx ” (or soul-colours) 
of Mr. Gladstone, Mr. Stead, and the German Emperor to be 
‘“‘ very green.”’ 


Topic IV.—A West Hampstead vicar publicly reproved certain 
ae sheep of his flock for having augmented an offertory with 
uttons. 


I.— HAVE WE BEEN SPOOFED ? 


Can the versatile Gladstone for April jokes 
Have conceived a capricious liking ? 
Was it Willie himself who put forth the hoax 
That he’d ‘“‘ captured "’ the craze for biking ? 
Nay, surely we cannot go quite so far 
As to let such a view be nursed : 
Yet it’s odd that the contradictory par 
Should be published on April First! 


Il.—OUT OF THE FRYING-PAN. 


New York, of all places sub lund, has turned 
’Gainst the journalese diet for which she has yearned 
For so lengthy atime. From her libraries spurned 
Are ali sorts of sensational papers. 
Yet this new resolution smacks somewhat of cant, 
Since her halls she has opened to Priestess Besant, 
And is lending glad ears to Theosophist rant 
And enjoving Theosophist capers. 





Ill.—THE WEARING OF THE GREEN, 


There's an idiom inane, 
Which again and again 
We have heard, but in vain 
Have essayed to explain. 
Though we wondered and worried about it, we wist not the where- 
fore and why 
That a wight who is wanting in wisdom}is weened to have “ green 
in his eye.” 
3ut our wonder is o’er, 
And our thanks we outpour 
On Besant, with her store 
Of Blavatekean lore. 
It is clear to the crudest conception that the man who's se shrewd 
and so “ fly”’ 
As to keep all his green in his “aura,” cannot have any green in 
his eye! 


1vV.— ‘THAT THEY MAY HAVE GLORY OF MEN.” 


All doers of alms are commanded 
To abstain from even left-handed 
Knowledge or wit of the bounty-bit which the dextral palm’s 
bestowing : 
But we fear that we still inherit 
The celebrity-seeking spirit 
Of the old shrewd dogs who in synagogues and in streets set 
their trumpets blowing! 


Deep dipping in purse or coffer, 
We have coins of the realm to offer 
In Charity’s name, when by tongue of fame when the donor’s name 
be bruited ; 
But, alas! when no reputation 
Can accrue from the craved donation, 
The button, forsooth! of an overcoat for a gift to our Church 
seems suited !! 
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Lady of the Manor. 
First Truant. 


The Annual Balance 
Sheet. 


Sin M. H,. Beacn :— 


Srp, you see just how we stand ; 
We've a balance left in hand 
Which wil] cover every bill, 
And will leave a balance still 
To be used as you may please 
At your leisure and your ease, 
We to do our best have tried, 
And we hope your satisfied. 


BULL :— 


Our defences are secure ? 
For of that we must be sure, 
As until that end we gain 
Any balance would be vain. 
Is our navy strong enough ? 


For the times loo 


retty rough ; 


Are our ships, too, fully manned ? 
Let me know, Beach, how we stand! 


Sin M. H. Beacu:— 


Sir, your Navy's safe and sound ! 
I'm assured, you've every ground 
To feel easy in your mind— 

We shall not be left behind ! 
We're providing for the men 

As is needful, Sir, and then 

We are building day by day, 

And are ready for the fray! 


> 
sf 


PROVINCIAL DIPLOMACY. 


‘Why aren’t you two boys at school?” 
 Plaase, m’ lady, we bees a coomin’ to aast yer laadyship to gat oi an’ ’im er Joobilly ’olidy.” 


SAWS 
Qa ALY 


\ VS 
SNS 
SSA 
NY 





BOLL :— 


H’m—that’s well—now have you tried 


For my army to provide ? 

Can our Tommies take the field 
As our sword and as our shield ? 
Do our Volunteers increase 


In these piping times of ‘‘ Peace ” ? 


For when all is done and said, 
There are breakers, lad, ahead ! 


Sir M. H. Beaca :— 


Sir, your army's going strong! 
As you say, it would be wrong 
To neglect our land’s defence 
Upon any “ cheap”’ pretence, 
So each portion of your force 
We've attended to, of course— 
And, I think you will admit, 
Each division's pretty “‘ fit’! 


Buti :— 


You've relieved the rural rates, 
As the Bill Book clearly states, 
And the Mie ame Schools, 


Though denoun 


by knaves and fools ! 
To the School Boards, in their need, 


You have also given heed : 
And a balance you've in hand— 
That is what I understand ! 
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Well—h'’m—yes—that ought to do ; 
But, you know, 'twixt me and you, 
Aren’t we getting somewhat lax 
O'er that heavy income tax ? 

While we’re soothing rural grief 

I should like to give relief 

That would ease the burdened backs 
Of the payers of that tax! 


Sin M. H. Bracw :— 


Yes, you’ve hit it, Sir, precisely, 
We have done it very nicely. 
This, in fact, is how we stand : 
We've a balance still in hand 
Which will cover every bill 

And will leave a balance still ! 
For to do our best we’ve tried, 
And I hope your satisfied ! 


BULL :— 











A Terrible Example. 


Ir is said that the Empress of Russia 
does all the type-writing which the Czar 
requires for his private correspondence. 
If, as will most probably be the case, 
Her Imperial Majesty's example is fol- 
lowed by those in commercial circles, 
there is likely to be some lively times 12 
a few city offices that we wot of ! 
































SIR M. HICKS-BEACH. 
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THE ANNUAL BALANCE SHEET. 


—‘I HOPE, SIR, YOU ARE SATISFIED WITH THE RESULT.” 


JOHN BULL.—“ YES, SIR MICHAEL; BUT I THINK MR. INCOME-TAX PAYER MUST BE CONSIDERED A BIT.” 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 142.) 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 
Winklepuff. 
No. 5.—“A MYSTERIOUS VISITOR.” 


I am a prisoner in Melpomene Villa, and have been now, “ dear 
reader,” for nearly a week. Ever since my incarceration in Scot- 
land Yard Amelia has locked up my boots, and even mv slippers, 
with the exception of one old pair which had been raked out of the 
lumber, where they had reposed waiting the advent of the ragman 
to be turned into a pair of vases. 

Boftles jeers at me as he passes the window, and invites 
me in dumb show to accompany him in one of his drink- 


ing bouts. And then, as I gaze wistfully over him at the 
8 ; 
head _signi- 


ay throng of passers by, he taps his 
og and places his hand to his side as if attired 
in a strait-waistcoat, walking like that past the house. I feel sure 


he has told the neighbours all the episodes of my little escapade 
that Amelia has omitted. (I hate Boffles.) The men all laugh as 
they pass, and the women scuttle by, with a hurried, startled 
glance, as they see me at the window. 

Oh for boots and freedom ! 

Amelia has taken to spending her evenings abroad—at a neigh- 
bour’s house, she says. There’s something in the wind. I would 
that she gave me cause for jealousy. I should like to catch her 
tripping. Even Telemachus is preying, and battening, on my 
downfall. He said to-night:— 

‘Give us a dollar, dad? (He meant five shillings.) I want to 
pay my subecriptions to the ‘debating class.’’"" I knew well the 
money was wanted to spend in riotous living at the ‘“ Hall of 
Delight,’ and I sternly refused. Amelia said, ‘‘ Give the child the 
money at once.”’ I did, and the child went off singing, 


‘‘Oh ! what a fool I was to marry Jane, 
She took me for a noodle that was veky plain.’ 


(That boy knows too much.) 

Amelia went out soon after on her nightly visit. Where does 
she goto? I’)) find out, even if I have to follow her in my socks. 

She had scarcely gone half-an-bour, when I was startled by a ring 
and knock. 

Being alone in the house, I answered the door. A little slim 
man in black stood before me. He looked rather confused on 
beholding me. 

‘Was Mrs. Winklepuff in? She had asked him to call.” 

“Comein! She wil) be home directly,” I said, with Machiave- 
lian affability. I felt I was on the verge of a great discovery. Were 
my suspicions true? Was this wretched being Amelia’s choice ? 
Should I strike him down, as he preceded me into the parlour. 
No! a thousand times, no! A severer punishment should be bis. 
Amelia should take him for her very own. 

“Mr. Winklepuff,”’ he said, as soon as he was seated, ‘‘ I have 
called to-night on behalf of your good lady. It is, I know, a some- 
what delicate matter to interfere between husband and wife.” 

“Pray don’t 
mention it,” I 
returned, en- 
deavouring to 
keep calm. ‘Go 
on.” 

“The matter 





is, then, this, 
dear sir. (‘ Dear 
sir,’ the scoun- 


drel!) Your con- 
m™ duct of late is 
such as to cause 
great concern to 
those who should 
be most anxious 
for your welfare, 
and it has been 


deemed = advis- 
able by a few 
friends that a 


third person 
should —er—er 

intervene, and 
endeavour to 





“A HORRIBLE DOUBT SEIZED ME.” 


bring you to s congenial state of mind.” 

“State of mind.” A horrible doubt seized me. The man then 
was not Amelia's lover, but a doctor from the ‘‘lunacy commis- 
sioners.”” I was to be put away at Amelia's instigation, as the 
result of my last week's adventure, when I had been charged at 
Scotland Yard with being “a lunatic not under proper 
control.”’ 





Should I consent meekly to such a degrading confinement. The 
British lion burned within me. [I had read such terrible 
things of the “goings on” in private asylums in one of Tele- 
machus’ penny books, how they tickle the bare feet with a 
feather, and let water fall drop by drop on the patient’s shaven 
head. I fancied myself in the hands of the tonsorial artist and 
shuddered. They say that a wounded rabbit will fight bravely for 
its young. I thought of Telemachus, my blue-eyed boy, and a 
desperate resolve took possession of me. 

his wretched being, this perturber of domestic peace, who sat 
smiling benignly at my despair, must be silenced for a few hours; 
and I would fly out into the cold, wide world. 

Should I venture on a struggle? He might be very strong, but 
he didn’t look it. 

I got as close to his chair as I could without raising a suspicion 
of my intention, and then I fell on him. 

He went down quite easily, and I sat on his chest while I tied 
his hands and feet to the chair with tape from Amelia’s work- 
basket. 

‘‘ Madman! ”’ he said faintly, as soon as he recovered his breath. 
‘* What means this outrage? Would you take mylife?’”’ 

‘*No,” I replied, magnanimously. ‘‘I will spare your life, and 
take your boots.”’ 

I divested him 
of those neces- | 


I 











sary adjuncts for “ C 
my immediate | Vs : L { — Ale | 
flight. | (4, Vl e ass | 
A feeling of re- Mii y es | oe eh £15? fH] 
morse came o'er adi, ~ / ‘ Joe. — oan 





me as I pulled 





Xz 


them off. He, j)/ yy 
too, then, had a jij 
wife and, per- 


haps, family. I 
could see that at! 


a glance. His 
socks were full 
of holes. 


All was now 
prepared for de- 
parture, and, 
placing my vau- 
quished foe in as 
comfortable a 
position as cir- 
cumstances 
would permit, I 
told him I had 
only borrowed 
his boots for a 
season, and that 
he was the inno- 
cent victim of the necessities of a desperate man. 
and said— 

‘“* You shall repent this insult, sir, to your dying day.” 

The boots were very narrow and hurt terribly, but what is pain 
of body to the delights of freedom? I hobbled into the street. 
Telemachus met me almost at the door. 

* You’ll catch it, gov’nor,”’ he said, ‘‘ wearing mother’s boots.” 

*‘ She will never catch me more, my son,” I replied, ‘‘ I am going 
to fly from my hearth and home for ever. Good-bye, Telemachus 
Jupiter, and sometimes in the midst of your joys think of your 
poor old father,’’ and I wept on his shoulder. 

‘‘ Ease up, old ’un!” he said, consolingly, ‘‘ you don’t look much 
like a flyer. tate 














Plumrer &CS 


‘ALAS, TELEMACHUS WAS RIGHT—I WAS NOT A FLYER.” 
TS 


He only glared, 


What's up‘ 

I gave him an account of my struggle for life or death, and his 
eyes brightened up gleefully. He said, 

‘‘Whata jolly good lark! Let’s have a look at the old buffer,”’ 
and he rushed irto the house. 

I followed sadly, slowly, and surely. Telemachus was right—Z/ 
was not a flyer. Why do not lunacy doctors have larger feet ? 

I reachea the scene of my late encounter to find my son and 
heir doubled up and screaming with laughter, as he danced round 
and round my fallen foe. 

“Why, dad!’’ he said, “ you old Juggins, you have put your foot 
in this time, with a vengeance. This isn’t a lunacy doctor. It’s 
the Reverend Mr. Shadwick from the chapel round the corner!” 
(Alas! would that I had known!) 


Roast Turkey is good, though not Lenten, fare, 
But needs stuffing with sausages full 

(Take of France, Russia, Germany ; season with Greece), 
By the Powers, what a dish for John Bull! 
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“Public Opinion.” 
A LIGHT COMEDY IN ONE DISPUTE. 





Dramatis Persone :— 


Stn shine dean én iu A “‘ Man in the Street.” 
Browm cccccccecese-- Another. 
PN 500000 ebaves Ditto. 


Scene.—A Railway Carriage. 


(Curtain rises and discovers the three gentlemen eagerly discuss- 
ing things in general and the Crisis in particular.) 


Jones.—“* What I say is this: the integrity of the] Turkish 
Empire must be maintained——”’ 

Brown.— Well, I don’t know so much about that, you know. 
The Greeks must be considered. Think of Homer.” 

Robinson.—“ It’s all very well to say think of Homer, but what 
I think about is the expense. Trade——”’ 

Brown (with scorn).—‘ Trade! To talk of trade! Listen (reads 
passage from leading ‘ daily’): ‘When we heard that the battle- 
ships of England were to be employed in the destruction of the 
Acropolis we fainted away. Nurtured as we were in our infancy 
on Greek and Irish roots, brought up as we were on the dialogues 
of Pluto, the statutes of Praxiteles, andthe architecture of Sappho, 
our souls revolted against the outrage, and we said to ourselves, 
“This shall not be.’”’ We will write a leader about it ge 

Jones.— Yes, that’s all right, but what I maintain is this: Is 
Constantinople the key to South Africa or isn’t it? Listen to this 
(reads from another leading ‘ daily’): ‘ We have maintained from 
the commencement of the crisis that Greece is in the wrong. We 
should be sorry to see Col. Vassos and his little army utterly 
destroyed by the Powers, but something must be done, and at once. 
The Powers have a duty to perform, and the sooner the performance 
comes off the better——’”’ 

Robinson.—" True. I agree with both of you. But look at the 
rates. Four and elevenpence halfpenny in the pound, and still 
rising ™ 

Brown.—“ Talk of rising, I see the Macedonians are going to 
rise ? 

Jones—* Ah! Turkey ’ll take a rise out of them——’ 

3rown (with scorn).— Turkey? Why the Turkish army hasn’t 
tasted food for days, and is in rags, positively in rags——”’ 

Jones.—* The Turks, sir, are the finest soldiers in the world ; look 
at Plevna!” 

Brown.—* Think of Alexander the Great ; remember Marathon! ”’ 

Jones.—‘‘ Oh, yes, I know all about that. But when I hear the 
Turkish army taxed——” 

Robinson.— Taxed ! that’s just it. We are all taxed too much, 
and what for I should like to know. Only this morning a paper 
was handed in, three pounds five shillings and fourpence to pay, 
and I only———” 

Brown (hastily).—*‘ Yes, yes. I feel with you there.” 

Jones.—“ Well, I don’t know. The Empire must be defended. 
We must build ships——” 

Brown.—“ But not to bombard peaceful Christians. I call it 
scandalous, that’s what I call it, scandalous.” Pa 

Jones.—‘ As Lord Salisbury said the night before last, british 
interests must be maintained.” 

jrown.—‘* Did you read Gladstone’s post-card ? ” 

Jones.—‘* No, sir, I did not!” ; 

Brown.—*I thought not. I thought not. That postcard, sir, 
clearly pointed out our national duty.”’ 

Jones.— The whole duty of man on a postcard? Pooh!’ 

Brown.—* Pooh yourself! ”’ ‘ 

Jones.—‘* Very well, we will agree to differ. But, feeling as you 
do for the oppressed, of course you agree with me that something 
should be done about the Boers? ”’ 

Brown.—In what way ?” 

Jones.—*Oh, maintaining the Convention, and all that sort of 
thing.” 
own" Cortalaly not. I consider that we have treated the 

oers very badly, and we must ——” 

Robinson. —" Well, I don’t nt ws with you, we have to pay too 
much as it is. I consider that Indemnity Bill preposterous, abso- 
lutely preposterous.” } he 

Brown.— But, my dear Robinson, the Company will have to 
pay—— ” 

Robinson (angrily).—‘* Never. I am myself a shareholder, and I 
RAY never.” 

Brown. —“ But if you will raid, you know—— 

Robinsen (stormily).—* Now, Brown, look here. How about your 
Greeks, eh? They've yaided, haven’t they? Very well, think of 
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Homer (with withering scorn), think of Marathon! ' Think of 
Majuba!”’ 

Jones (smiling sweetly).—“ Hear, hear! 

Brown (soothingly).—‘‘ My dear Robinson, you are hot——" 

Robinson.—* Hot, sir, of course, Iam hot. ‘Moral and Intel- 
no Damage.’ One million—oh, yes, to be sure ; wish they may 
ge LB] 

Brown.—“ But you see, the Raid——" 

Robinson.— Don't talk to me of the Raid!" 

Brown.—* But I must——"” 
_ Robinson.—“Oh, no, you mustn't. Moral and Intellectual! 

am te 

Brown.—“ Really, Robinson——” 

Jones.—* Well, I must say I agree with Robinson. I can’t for 
she life of me understand how you can support Vassos and condemn 
Jameson,” 

Brown.—“ The Cretans——” 

Jones.—‘‘ The Outlanders——”’ 





Brown.—* Bosh!" 

Jones.—‘‘ It’s easy enough to say bosh ; of course, Jameson was 
wrong——”’ 

Robinson.—* Oh, no, he wasn't!” 

Jones.—‘‘ Well, he failed, and, of course, we shall have to 
pay" 

Robinson.—*' Oh, no, we sha'n’t!" 

Jones (in a huff).—** Oh, very well!" 

Robinson.—‘‘ But it isn’t very well. We've paid too much already 
(with emphasis), I'm sick of paying.” 

Brown.—‘‘ It has been clearly shown by the Inquiry that the 
Outlanders have no grievances, as Schreiner said———”’ 

ee | «« Schreiner!” 

JONES j 

Brown.—* Schreiner said, that Kruger was an angel, that there 
were no grievances.”’ 

Jones.—‘‘ Chamberlain said otherwise.” 

Robinson.—*I don’t care about grievances, and I don't care 


what anybody says. What's the good of talking? One million—— 


preposterous, preposterous ! ”’ 
Jones.— Oh, very well, very well. But with regard to Crete 
(Voice heard off *‘ All change ; change here!" Exit omnes quarrel- 


ling as they go and 


Lh 





(Curtain.) 








AMATEUR THEATRICALS. 
She.—“ But I heard he executed his part splendidly." 
He.—*“ He did; he killed it outright.” 
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On Monday evening last 1 went over to 
Camberwell to the Theatre Métropole to 
araist in the London débit of Skipped by the 
Light of the Moon. It is a mere olla podrida 
of the olla podridaest kind, and, though I sat 
conscientiously through the whole enter- 
tainment, I was no wiser at the end than at 
the beginning. 

So far as I could make out the story tells 
of two husbands who go to Brighton on the 
eum spree. For the purpose of the entertainment 
they have told their wives they have gone to the Isle of Wight with 
a branch of the Young Men's Christian Association. The wives 
themselves come to Brighton; a baby gets lost; and a regular 
pantomime rally takes place. This sort of wind-up pleases the 

ublic, 
' Skipped by the Light of the Moonis further enlightened by some 
lively music, and is played by a company with oceans of spirit and 
fun of a provincial and knockabout order. Miss Isa Bowman is the 
best of the bunch; indeed, she is the only one of the cast whose 
name I recollect. 


Mr. Charles Arnold and a capital little company have been play- 
ing a pretty little play by Mr. Henry Hamilton, called Captain 
Fritz, at the Lyric, Hammersmith. Mr. Arnold we know as a 
genuine artist from his playing in the wonderfully-popular Hans 
the Boatman, and he quite maintains his reputation as the young 
German naval officer, Captain Fritz. In this character he sings 
the worn-out ‘‘Tommy Atkins,”" but his method of singing this 
example of the antique prevents it being wearisome. Captain 
Fritz is a thoroughly enjoyable entertainment. GOSSAMER, 
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Particulars of the new Sullivan ballet at the Alhambra, which is 
well described as ‘‘ National,” are leaking out. Rough rehearsals 
have been going on for some weeks past, and when Sir Arthur 
Sullivan returns from the Riviera in about a week's time the 
orchestra will make the acquaintance of his score. Among the 
engagements already made are two old favourites, Signorina 
Legnani, the premiére danseuse assoluta of the Opera House, St. 
Petersburgh, and Signorina Elia, the latter a charming little 
premiére danseuse. The final tableau of the new ballet will be 
illustrative of the supremacy of the British race. This great work 
of an English composer is expected to be produced early in May. 


Fregoli, the clever Italian quick-change artist, continues to be 
such an attraction in his present entertainment at the Alhambra 
that the management have no intention of changing it at present, 
‘Camaleonte " baving evidently bit the taste of the public. 


The Royal Aquarium is introducing amongst its numerous 
novelties Miss Lilian Bowles (Guildhall medallist), a lady with a 
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soprano voice of considerable brilliancy aud unusual power; algo 
Miss Leslie Lyne (violinist, gold medallist, Guildhall School), whose 
execution and command of the violin are said to be extraordinary. 
Mr. Ritchie promises for Easter a programme that should draw al! 
London. It teems with grand shows, commencing with a variety 
show as.early as 10 a.m., drawing-room entertainments from 1 to 
2, followed by a three hours’ “* World’s Greatest Show,” on the 
great central stage; conjuring, drawing-room entertainments, and 
a second representation of the ‘‘ World’s Great Show’’ termi- 


uate the programme. 






















By THE ‘“ ENFANT TERRIBLE.”’ 


“THE Emperor and Empress 
attended the funeral of Lady 
Lascelles, wife of the British Ambas- 
sador at Berlin. The Emperor wore 
the uniform of a British admiral.” So 
-> 1 read ina contemporary. Meanwhile 
\) there is a Parliamentary crisis in 

Germany because the Reichstag won’t 
allow William to launch out into a big 
naval programme, or to build more 
ships to make a show against the 
British fleet. These international 
amenities are very funny. 


J a 


At the time of writing, the Powers have not been able to decide 
to blockade Greece, but Greece continues to upset all the Powers. 
Nobody has as yet got to the end of the Greecey pole, and the sally 
at Thesally has not yet taken place. It is a mad world, and the 
Cretan problem has dropped heavily in popular opinion. 


i *K * 
“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 69.) 


APRIL SHOWERS. 


Poets have sung till we’re all sick and tired 
Of April’s coquettish young ways, 
We read till we’re weary, though once we admired, 
The rhymster’s sweet songs in her praise. 
We've toiled through the lines that, with more or less grace, 
Have bidden us homage to pay 
To the smiles and the tears of sweet April’s fair face, 
Such it’s called in the Spring poet’s lay. 


“ How green is the verdure when young April weeps,” 
Is his way of describing a storm. 

Which chills all our marrow and gives us the creeps, 
While we’re trying to keep ourselves warm. 

* April's a most fascinating young minx— 
And we love every mischievous prank "— 

While her sweet “ fascination ” drives all to hot drinks, 
And our clothes are all sodden and dank. 


So bother “ sweet April,” the treacherous wench— 
And bother her “ tears” and her “ smiles "— 

For her copious tears our new summer togs drench, 
While she tempts us to trust to her wiles. 

No; give me December or give me July— 
To freeze or to bake we're content 

If we know what’s in store why to bear it we'll try— 
But for April I don’t care a cent. 
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